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JOHNNIE'S LETTERS HOME 



- -THE FRESHMAN RALLY 



Dere Pa and Ma and Sister Sue, 
And Uncle Tad and Heinle, too, 
I wiaht tbat you wax here last nite, 
There cum nere beein' a pitch-in fite. 
Those oraety Sophs, tbot they wuz 

Bnt we had dun out dumdcst part, 
And when they yelled, "Bring on 

By blud jnst biled. I cud bav stood 
And noclced their beds clem off their 

And Heinie noie I'm hard to vex. 
It cum about in the Greek Theeayter, 
The fire wue wuaa than any equayter. 
And, God, ma, how I biled and xwet, 
Uy underware wuz ringing wet. 
Those dumed fool Sophs, kept holler- 
ing "More," 
And that sure made us Fresbmen gore. 
We end have fotl and licked them, too. 
We all wai in just sich a stew. 
But we done rite and let 'em be. 

An ole man with a beard spoke, 
And all my patritiim awoke, 
I wisht that you bad bin there, paw. 
To hear him tell about the "wah." 



When be bad dun, be made ixt rize. 
And sing our anthem to the skies. 
My throte with feel in' seemed to 

And as I sung, my dumed voice broke. 
And then a lot of banjoes played. 
My feelin's now with joy wuz swayed. 
I end have hollered rite out lowd. 
But there wuz sich a dumed big 

I wisht my clarinets wud cum, 

I'd show tnem bow to make things 

The fire wuz low and all wui dun, 
We sure bad had a heep of fun, 
And then we did the serpent green. 
It wuz a site wurtb beein' seen. 
And when we'd sung "All Fail," we 

lef 
And marched away to muffled step. 
I'm feetin' fine and lookin' pert, 
I wisbt you'd send me my other shirt, 
And an extry sute of underware, 
Just so I'll bav it round to spare. 
Goodby, my family, ev'ry wun. 
It's aite o'clock and I must run. 
I am your ever effectshunate son. 
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SLINGING HASH 



Dere Family: I tun going to work, 
Nobody sliuld bi> dooty shirk 
la time* like tbeie when we're at war 
And evcn'thing's gone up so far. 
Sence I'm too young to join the row 
And ma don't want me to, nohow, 
I guess I'll help in other ways, 
You can't my patrittjsm faie. 
I've got a job at alinging hash, 
Already I have made a mash. 
The wimmin live on Channing way, 
I serve two meals for them each day, 
And in return I get my board 
And five big dollars for my hoard. 
I wear an apron pure and white, 
Between times I can take a bite 
Out in the pantiy where I keep 
Myself when they've begun to eat. 
1 have to strain my ears a bit 
To catch the flow of steddy wit 
That rolls off forty-seven tungs 
And gaspi from forty-seven tungs. 
I hand it to tho«e wimmin foke 
At speech they've got all reckerds 

There's some thafs talking every min- 

The others never could be in it 
If they kept quiet, so they shout 
For fear that they will be left out 
A great thing is the gift of gab. 
But I don't see how they keep tab 
Of what the others att are saying 
When they themselves are likewise 

braying I 
The wimmin talk of many things — 
The fat one always lafter brings ; 
She's real good-natured and don't mind 
When to her size they're so unkind. 



There's one girl who gets many 

chances 
By lejefone to go to dances. 
She's got dark hair and real blue ^es, 
And OS to men she's awful wise. 
The tone keeps ringing all the time, 
"Now, if you'd have to pay a dime . 
Whenever you receive a call 
Perhaps it wud be best for all." 
Thus spoke the housemarm with a 

But most of them it seemed to rile. 
"That wud be fun and then cud we 
Enjoy our meat and sip our tea." 
It was the fattish girl who spoke, 
But only anger she awoke. 
"The idea of such an absurd thii^," 
The vampire sed, and then a ring 
Called her again and as she went 
Her anger all in smites was spent. 
, When they had done they np and 

My heart in sympethy was wnmg. ' ^ 
"We'll love thee, dear sorority," 
The words come from the minority. 
The rest played with their napkin 

And said at last the unsaid things. 
1 like these wimmin. They inspire 
My soul to long for things much 

Now this is an that I can tell 
Today as I don't know them well. 
But next time in my home-bound 

letter 
I ott to know them whole lots better. 
Goodby, my family, every wun. 
It's aite o'clock and I must run. 
I am your ever effectionate son. 
Johnnie. 
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THE PAJAMARINO 
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Dere fokes, last nite the fire burned 

brite, 
Its flames rose up to quite a hite. 
The Greek wuz filled up everywhere, 
The feemale world had gathered there, 
To watch with fond unmixed deelite 
The men dressed in their robes of nite. 
Sence I sleep in my underware, 
I didn't think that it wuz fare 
That all the men pajamas wore, 
I cud with anger most have swore. 
It seems the housemarm where I work 
Is feared lest ther're burglers lurk 
Around and so she made a plan 
To make them think she wuz a man. 
Whereby no nite gown does she ware, 
But of pajamas dons a pair. 
I borrowed them for Thursday nite. 
Their ample folds waz none too tite. 
But I should worry ennyway, 
For wurryin' makes the head turn 

gray. 
The rally beat most enny show 
That ever I have chanced to know. 
My soal wuz all aglow with zest. 
In everything I done my best. 
I yelled and hollered awful loud. 
And of my singin' I wuz proud. 
Of all the many golden throtes. 
Not enny beat my heavenbound notes. 
Amusement 'twas not ours to hunt. 
Each class put on a komic stimt. 
The freshmen's pellican did yawn. 
And layed eggs rite upon the lawn 
Wher I wud never dare to lie. 



Because the sophs, wud wunder why. 
The sophomore stunt wuz awful pore. 
Sum fire works and nothing more. 
The joonior stunt wuz sure a peach, 
It represented Neptune Beach, 
Where all the plump goodlooking 

wimmin 
Layed in the sand and went in swim- 

min', 
Ther wuz one fat one in the brine, 
To see whose size wuz worth a dime. 
An organ grinder, too, wuz there, 
Tne monkey sort of worse for wear. 
The senior stunt wuz dignified, 
My fervent heart swole up with pride. 
Four unniforms great cheers brung. 
As on the theatre wall they sung. 
The wind wuz playin' in the trees. 
And caught Old Glory to the breeze. 
It wuz ja most inspiring site 
And woke our national pride that nite. 
A lot of other things took place. 
For which I haven't any space. 
The music wuz that s3mcopated 
Stuff that makes you animated. 
The songs were qute and funny too. 
The speeches short and sweet and few. 
And now I must at my first chance. 
Put back my dere housemarm's pants, 
Else she will think a burgler sure 
Is lurking round her bewdoir door. 
Goodby, my family, every wun. 
The clock has struck and I must run. 
I am your Ever Effectionate Son, 

JOHNNIS. 
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THE RECEPTION 






Dere family, I'm a social bud» 
Excitement's tingling in my blud; 
I've mingled with the very best 
And think I made a stimning gest 
This is the way it cum about 
My abilities I never dout. 
The fat girl where I work told me 
That I a kweener ott to be. 
I sed, "Come, tell me little wun, 
What I can do to start the fun." 
She spoke, her words wuz grave and 

slow, 
"To the recepshun you must go. 
It's best to go from four to six 
And then you will avoid the fix 
Of full dress clothes and Stetson hat," 
(I thanked the Lord at least, for that). 
And so, all dyked out in my best, 
I wuz all reddy for the test. 
At four o'clock I rung the bell 
It sounded like a tolling knell. 
A young dame met me at the dore, 
And looked reel dubious, to be sure. 
But just the same I entered in 
And looked around with sheepish grin. 
I thought IM entered Fairy bowers 
The place wuz full of gauze and flow- 
ers. 
The wimmin wuz like fairies dressed, 
By candel lite they looked their best. 
They flitted everjrwhere, so sweet, 
I hoped there wud be things to eat. 
And then I past down a long line 
And watched the Freshmen's beds in- 
cline 



A littel as I onward came 
And heard them misconstrue my name. 
I sed to each, "It's plesent wether. 
For us to make Debews together." 
There wuz one there that I cud tell 
Wuz going to be a campus belle. 
But as for that they all wux fine 
Rite down the whole ding-busted line. 
And after that I stood around 
Until the eats wuz finally found. 
Some lady brought me up some cake, 
'Twuz good but made my stummick 

ake. 
Another brot sum razberry ice. 
And smiled and spoke to me reel nice. 
And so the hours whiled away, 
I stayed until the close of day. 
At six o'clock the setting sun 
Set on my social dooties done. 
The first to cum, the last to go, 
I'd done my part from hed to toe. 
And when I passed outside the dore, 
I'd eaten fore times, maybe more. 
I guess I shud have went that nite 
Agen, the sisters to delite, 
But felt that I had done my part, 
So cammed the yearnings in my heart. 
I like recepshuns and such things 
For there my soal with plezure sings. 
I think I always will attend, 
My time with gauze and silks to spend. 
In the home town paper put my name 
And tell about my soshial fame. 
Goodby, my family, every wttn, 
I am your Ever Eflectionate Son, 

JOHNNIS. 
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THE OPERA 



Dere fnkes, I am a Operra lover, 

And hcncefocth I shall always huTver 
Around when there are music shows, 
My enthusiaim to disclose. 
Last nite to Oakland 1 did go, 
To see the Treble Clef's big show. 
I kweened a wuman who wuz nice 
And to the evening added spice. 
Because the distance wuz so far. 
We had to ride there on a car ; 
Such luxuries wuzn't ment for me 
1 I had this gal. you ! 



Our Si 



t the a 
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From whence we clearly saw the show. 
I had a bag of peppermints 
For I'm a guy that never stints 
On sich occasions, Goodness no ; 
On all aides I hand out my dough. 
The show begun s little late, 
The ktirtain seemed to hesitate, 
Bui when it rose, whut did we see 
But a big ship rolling on the sea. 
Of course it took no second hints 
To make me lav off the pepDermints, 
And even so I aaueamiah felt 
And rubbed the redons 'round my belt. 
I prayed as painfully I waited. 
"Oh. God, don't make me nawsiated," 
I tried my best those kwalms to chase, 
And bear the ordeal with good grace. 
And then a flock of wimmin came 
And saved the luster of my name. 
They sang and danced and looked real 

As all their charms they did assert. 
But wnn among them got seasick 
Agen my stummick commeuced to 

I thot I wud my dame disgrace. 

Bat wni skeart to move, so kept my 



At last the hero entered in — 
A red-haired guy with a happy grin. 
He sed that he wuz off the girls 
But when he saw that row of perls. 
That gleamed frum out Nartdsser's 

mouth, 
I knew the plot of "Thirteen South." 
Narfcisser wuz a spritely dame. 
She's erly won her way to fame. 
The Klappera tat down front and 

And klapped real loud when the ap- 

There wuz a stewardess on the ship 
Both strong of arm and big of hip. 
Who took a lot of exercise. 
In hopes she might reduce in size. 
A fashion plate wuz also there. 
I marveled at whut she didn't ware. 
But when the ship wuz safely sunk 
And of the salty brine they'd drunk. 
And had safely reached a cannibal He. 
' royalty after while. 



The ti 
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Appeared, to set my soal o 

Their aoople forma and dusty eyes, 

Transported me to Paradize. 

The gambler and the stowaway 

On them fond looks did alao lay. 

The seasick woman with fear wna 

filled. 
That she and the others wud all be 

killed. 
And then the stowaway solved the 

solution 
And saved the day by a revolution. 
And then a while sail did they spy, 
A welcum ship cum rolling by ; 
And to all troubles now suspended. 
The lovert kissed and all vniz ended. 
The authors sat rite back of me 



JOHNNIE'S LETTERS HOME 



FOOTBALL AND NELLIE 



Dere fok«3, tomorrow comei the Gime, 
I hope oar luck will be the same 
As on last Satterday when we beat 
The Oregon Aggies oR their feet. 
We arc all reddy for the fray, 
Our fiteing team in strong array. 
Coach Handy Smith has done his best 
To fit them for the supreme test. 
My blood il tingling for the fite 
I can hardly wait jist over nite. 
At Brst I tfaot I cudn't go, 
I'd spent so much at the Oppera show, 
For peppermints and street ear fares 
And things which cum up unawares. 
I laid awako at nites and thot, 
My joyless feelings wracked and 

And finally one nite in a dream 
There cum to me this well layed 

Next day 1 went, made my confession 

And got mc a job with a peanut con- 

I'm also selling ice cream kones, 
I'll shout their koolness in loud tones. 
And so I'll get to see the Game 
And get excited just the same 
Az if I wore a rooter's cap 
To feebly yell and mildly clap. 
There'll be sum in the rooting section 
For whom 1 won't have enny efi^ection. 
The kind that make a awful noise 
When things go smoothly for our boys, 



But who, when there ain't any hick, 
(Which don't mean thatthere ain't no 

Can only show their gift of gab 

In one long whining, skunklike crab. 

Az if thejr'd have the nerve each day 

To go out in a bwiel way 

And get all battered up like hell, 

When parlor snakes won't even yell 

For them ; it is a slacker's act 

To crab, and yet it is a fact 

That they will do it, sure as sin, 

Shud onexpected snares begin. 

And yet I am so sure we'll win, 

I bet the oppel neckty pin 

That Sis giv me two years ago 

That Krismas when there wut turn 

Say, Ma, have we by chance enny kin. 
Named Nellie, with a sliding chin? 
She claims relationship with me, 
And I'm as puuled as can be. 
I think she's nuts myself, but then 
Sum wimmin fall so hard for men 
That they must make them kiusfokM 

And hang on them and call them dere. 
But I'll look out and take good keer 
Of myself, to please, ma, don't you 

fear. 
Goodby, my family, every wim, 
I am your Ever Effectionate Son, 
Johnnie. 
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"Slu mH Iht spill pi* fuumartt." 
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THE CURTAIN RAISER 

Dere fokes, do you remember the pUy, Sum ornery btirgler shows his face, 
I wrote you wui coniin' on Joonior And skeers the sisters haff to death 

Day? (The awediance here will hold its 

breth). 
One poor weak sister points a gun, 
At which the others skreech and run, 
More skeart of it than of the tfaeef, 
And then the houaemarm comes with 



Next Satterdajr at the T. and D, 

This joonior play is going to be. 
Now I shall be there, you may know, 
Its going to be a pippin show. 
There'll be two plays that aflemoon. 
And I shall be on hand kwite soon. 
The first to greet the theayter gaier, 
Will be the Nineteen Kurtin Raior. 
I've seen them praktiss for the show, 
And so about it all I knoe. 
It calls for lots of party girls, 
The kind that grin and toss their 

The scene ii; layed in a sorority house. 
Where wnn of the sisters elopes with 



Rut oneicDeetefl things 
Which caw>e hur heai 
Now Mnner (that's 1 
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weep her way to fame, 
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Alley where she sobs, 


My 


hart lU 
throbs 


St akes and brakes and 
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For 
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inward 
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before 
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be reache. the dredded 



And says, "This iz the Nearfight. 
He's harmless and he dozen't bite." 
But other sounds of burglers nere, 
Agen fill no their harts with fear. 
And so they call the campus cop. 
And then who on the stage shad flop. 
But Bertie Jones, the Nereflile, 
A awful trembling oale rreen site. 



The 



wedin 



n<ed t 



The con doze treet him pretty mff. 
The kid beetng small and far from 

tuff. 
And then who shud come saitinv in. 
But the lover CGod knows where he's 

bin). 
Sweet Moner fivs to hiz embrace, 
A broad grin creeps all over his face, 
The way she smiles at him so glad. 
Don't seem to make him the least bit 

mad. 
The plot iz far more comnlikated. 
Than in these few words I have 

stated. 
But after all its happily ended. 
The lovers' arms are titely blended. 
And then there cums the longer show, 
About which you will later know, 
Goodby, my family, ev'ry wun, 
I am your Ever Effectionate Son, 
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THE JUNIOR PLAYS 



Dere fokes, the Nineteen Joonier day 
Deserves to get a better bowkay 
Than the kritick with overly tender 

mind 
In the vulgar "low comedy" stuff cud 

find. 
Now as for me, I thot it funny 
And very much worth while my mon« 

ney, 
To see Mrs. Tubb in her bathing suit. 
The woman was doing her best to 

dilute 
Herself and so she didn't rush 
Away and hang her hed and blush. 
But let us view her ampul form, 
Which tuk the awedience by storm. 
The kritick with his sinnickle eye, 
His ere so sensitive, so shy, 
Kompletely failed to mentshtm sum 
Of the fokes who helped to make 

things humm. 
In the Kurtain Razor he failed to see 
The brimming blue eyes of fair Mar- 

jorie, 
Az she gave her frend Enid a last 

farewell 
And eloped with the burglar. He 

didn't tell 
Of the sister who held the pistol tite 
When the burglar creeped in in the 

dead of nite, 
And he didn't devote a single breth 
To the cop, who skeart the Freshman 

to death, 
Or the housemarm with her frizzled 

hair. 



Or the little maid with the chubby air. 
In the "Medicine Man" he gave all 

glory 
To the overgrown woman of the story. 
Now Sweet Kitty Tubb had her form 

to help out, 
While other poor mortals who weren't 

so stout. 
Had to work awful hard and use 

many ways. 
To win from the awedience their 

small meed of praise. 
"Ruth Ruin," the nurse sure done her 

part well. 
And even the kritick her praises did 

tell, 
About the songster he was dumm, 
I guess she broke his ere drum. 
The skittish widow won my heart. 
And I am going to take her part. 
If I'd bin there she cud have had 
Me for her man and I'd been glad. 
Of her he wrote not, nor her beaugh, 
(The handy man, who wuz so slow), 
He plumb forgot the buggy man. 
Who after bugs and spirits ran. 
The worn out woman with the nerves. 
The French maid running round in 

curves. 
For these oblivion he wud have. 
But I will bring my healing salve. 
And paint anew their saddening faces. 
And save them from the shadowey 

places. 
The greatest knme he perpretrated, 
Iz still, dere family, to be stated. 
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A RAINY NIGHT 



Dere fokes, last nite I kweening went, 
Whereby my money all wuz ^ent, 
Except ten cents which I did savte 
By using the koopons that they gave 
At the Joonier Farce for the T. and 

D. 
That folks their pitchers mite go to 

see. 
It started off a lovely nite, 
That moon wuz sure a pretty site, 
I wore my new sute and my hat 
And my black and yellow silk kra- 

vatte, 
And the brand new handkercheef 

that I bawt. 
When to stop my cold I vainly sawt, 
And my purple socks and my under- 
ware 
And sum lilack water in my hair. 
And my spotted vest and my gold 

watch chain, 
For I never knew it wuz going to rain. 
My lady also looked her best, 
In all her finery she wuz dressed, 
She wore her big red hat and skirt, 
And silk stockings and a pink lace 

shirt, 
One glove she karried in her hand, 
The other being lost, I understand, 
I sed, "You are a spritely Jane," 
She sed, "Do you think its going 

to rain?" 
I sed, "You needn't worry, kid," 
She sez, "Spose the tacksy kab shud 

skid." 
"Look here," I sed, "Cut out this 

tawk," 



"You know darn well we're going to 

walk." 
She lamped me with a injured eye, 
And sed, "If you're kross, I'm going 

to kry," 
I sed "Come damsel, kan the noise. 
Or else I'll lose my mental poyze." 
She sed, "You are a funny feller, 
You haint e'en brot me a umbreller," 
I feared to wet my brand new sute. 
And so we took her bumbershoot. 
Twuz pink and had a broken handel. 
By mine it cudn't hold a candle. 
But sence I'd left mine safe to hum. 
When I in the rainy nite had cum, 
I cudn't say so, but I smiled. 
And even so my dame wuz riled. 
The movies had a rotten show. 
That nite, but still the steddy flow 
Of konversation from my dame 
Kept me from knoeing the sheepish 

shame. 
Of those who sleep and nod their 

hed. 
And make their pardners get reel 

red. 
When it wuz over we went outside. 
And then I thought I wud have died. 
For it wuz raining cats and dogs 
And snakes and bugs and hopping 

frogs, 
I never seed it rain so hard. 
And now our plezure sure wuz 

marred. 
The parasol opened, I most did choke 
For two of its tender ribs wuz broke. 
I held it to-gether the best I cud. 
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Dere fok«s. Ill aune be home again, 
And I'll have loU to tell you then. 
About my koiledge life here spent, 
Uy goodness, how the time hu 

The hour to say "Goodbjr" is near. 
The exes, will uoher me out, I fear. 
The melankoMy days have cum. 
The saddest of the yere. I'm glum 
To think that they'll foretell the 

Of wun who did so britely bloom, 
Espechulty in Sosiety, 
I've gained much notoriety. 
I've been a kweener, I'll admit, 
With the wiramin I have made a hJt 
Tbe ummaEe that to me they've fed, 
I fere did almost tnm my hed. 
But later there cum a Revellation, 
It cum in tbe form of a starving 

Sense then I've layed the wimmin 

by. 
And sharply bushed their playntilT 

kry. 
Which rose when I sowt nobler ends, 
Uv my previuss folly made amends. 
I am a patriot now, and preech 
My thouts to all those I kin reech, 
I skeer the wimmin half to deth, 
Whenever I take a fnll deep breth, 
And took with skom at their brand 



For an early end to the omery FIte, 
Eech day there leeve* a maaldline 

face. 
The kampus it now wun dreery 

place, 
A few good guys still hang around. 
But Ihey, I fere, will not be found 
Here long, except a few uv us 
Who are too young to lite and knss. 
And others who have funny iyea 
And are, perhaps, too small in site. 
A grate big tear Gils my iye. 
When I cum round to saying "Good- 

by." 
No longer kan I go each day, 
And do my bit on Cbaiming Way, 
No longer kan I spill mince pies. 
And see fat girls from the goo 

No longer kan I go to teas. 
And with the wimmin feel at eie. 
No more kan I boy peppermints. 
And have my noze dun up in splinta, 
Wnen a Kold has cum to visit me, 
And made for my wimmin a alte to 

No longer kan I brave the rain, 
(Thank God I'll not do this again). 
It brakes my hart to say Goodby 
To eech strong frendship and eecb 



they 



At the Rhine 

When I enter the Voracity 

almost fly. 
So skeart they are that they'll meet 

But on the hole theji're fond nv me, 
Host ev'ry day this fact I ace. 
When the war iz over agen I'll try 
To play with the wimmen, by and 



I don't mind ao much the Iwokitfa 
Notlidge, 
in their frizzled For friends are the big thing here 
in kollidge. 
leaving tbem that makes me 



bye, 



: now look enny too 



For many wont be here ennymore. 
I hope the Kizer's blood iz spilled. 
And that none of our Kollidge boy* 

iz killed, 
Goodby, dere folks, I'!! see you toon. 
Within the passing of a moon, 
I want to see you ev'ry wun. 
And always am Your Effectiouate 

Son, 

JOHHNIB. 
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